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Literary Netos and Criticism

A Brilliant Example of the‘Art of

Journalism.
gt
ANGLO-AMERICAN MEMORIES. By

rze W, Smalley. Frontlsplece, fvo,

pp. Ix, 4L G. P. Putnam’s Sons.

In a brief preface to these “Memories”
Mr. Smalley observes that they are, In
gome slight degree, autoblographical. He
could not very well have written the let-
ters to The Tribune of which his volume
§s composed without bringing in his own
relation to the famous people whose
characteristics it has been his chief pur-
pose to portray. But, studied from a
certain point of view, the book would In
any case draw attention to the author
for his own sake. Bringing together the
recollections and fmpressions with which
our readers have hbheen made famillar
through successive Sundays in the last|
year or two, it demonstrates with welght |
and brilliancy the singular authority of
Mr. Smalley as a literary craftsman.
Merely as contributions Lo current jour-
nalism these chapters have a high in-
terest,

The writers of books who llke to dis-
tinguish between the journalist and the
man of letters are wont 1o base their
ergument upon a distinction between the
respective functions ol the two. These,
of course, have next to nothing to do
with the matter, The journalist ap-
proves himself a man of letters by the
gimple processes of exercising intellectual
power and writlng well, Moreover, doing
this. it is in his way to leave his place in
the hierarchy of the writing profession
to take care of itself. The point is im-
portant. Spontanelty, a complete free-
dom from self-consclousness, are indls-
pengable to the best journalism. A right
instinct, to say nothing of the practical
conditions of newspaper work, has al-
ways led the journalist to reject the
Etevensonian ideal of lterary practice.
Nitality, above all things, is essential to
an article in a newspaper, and this 18 In
peril when you begin too curiously to
consider the turning of a phrase. The
journalist has peculiariy, no doubt, the
temptation to indulge in that heightened
and telling way of stating things which,
§f we recollect aright, Matthew Arnald
deprecated in Macaulay. It seems only
yesterday that Mr. Kipling had set a
gwarm of his imitators to the cultivation
of those staccato effects which reached
their extreme point of development In
the clever hut speclous writings of the
jate G. W, Stecvens. The maturest,
most finished masters of journalism
must not infrequently grant themselves
gomething In the nature of a purple
patch, or at all events a stroke of pietu-
yesqueness, of color. When Mr. Smalley
describes in this volume how he came 1o
meet Bismarck, in 1864, he says: “For
the first time I looked into the pale blue
eves whence had flashed the lightnings
that had riven the power of Austria on
the field of Sadowa.” But we do not
need ‘to cite the context to show how the
letter in which this sentence occurs is
“all of a piece,” a bit of portraiture into
which that almost romantic impression |
makes jtg way quite naturally and with
absolute artistic fitness, In other words, ‘
the gift of the journalist is, as we have |
gaid, to use rich resources artlessly and |
ns belonging all in the dayv's work. He
makes Hierature then, as It were, with-
it knowing it, the way in which, after
most real literature {8 made. We
find an apt illustration In the first of
My, Smalley's chapters on the New Eng-
land notabllities of half a century ago,
his chapter on Danlel Webster, He says:

When 1 beard Webster in Faneuil Hall,

where he was perha At lis best and
most at hom It seemed to me it mat-
tered little what he sald., The authority
of the man was what told. RBefore he had

utt + word he had poss on of the
: ' threée thousa peopie Wihio
all standing \\:ulq'_r‘.'.'l

v Were
5 Wi

knew would be words

that those affairs are not precisely iso-
lated in an episodical manner. They
have heen part of one experience, and
though Mr. Smalley makes no pretence
of binding them together they are en-
veloped In one atmogphere, The book
as a whole, vaguely, perhaps, and yet
with a certaln qulet force, makes the
reader aware of a perlod. Every per-
sonality in it goes somehow “Into tha
pleture.” Incidentally that pieture dis-
closes, as was sald at the outset, much
relating to the author himself and his
long career. In fact, some of the best
of his pages are those in which he re-
lates specific experlences of his as a
journalist, and especially that revolu-
tlon in journallsm which, as the Lon-
don correspondent of The Tribune, he
accomplished through the transmission
of news by cable during the Franco-
German war. The joy of battle is felt

|in this part of the book. Britlsh jour-

nallsm looked a little doubtfully upon
“American methods” and eould not quite
understand what The Tribune was driv-
ing at when it printed a dispatch on the
battle of Sedan six columns long, With
cables costing §1 a word. It did not
take long, however, for the policy of this
journal to work a momentous change in
the reporting of great events, and Mr.
Smalley tells the tals with Infectious
gusto. Here, and Indeed throughout his
“Memories,” he writes with the fire of
the true journalist.

THE WOMAN QUESTION

Its Significance to the Welfare
of the Race.

WOMAN AND LAROR. By Olive Bchrein-
er. 12mo. pp. 29 The Frederick A.
Stokes Company.

This study, it I8 now sufficiently well
known, is & résumé of a far larger work
on its subject begun by Mrs, Schreiner
in her youth, partly finished in the
course of many vears, but destroyed by
fira during the Boer war before its com-
pletion. Throughout the book, as writ-
ten, bears evidence to the scopa of the
preliminary researches made by {ts
author to equip herself for her task.
She never dlgresses, but furnishes a mass
of {llustrations from the past of our race
and from the organization of the life of
animals that adds much to the color and
interest of her main argument.

Woman's “parasitism’' —a  subject
much to the fore just now, thanks, no
doubt, to this very book—forms tha chief
suhject discussed by Mrs, Schreiner. In
ite original social significance, that of
the idleness of the women of the rich
and mighty, imposed upon them by the
men as evidence of their own wealth and
importance, Mrs. Schreiner attaches but
lttle importance to this parasitism, She
even seems to suggest that it may have
performed its part in evolution by me-
celerating the passing of decadent aris-
tocracies for the henefit of newer, more
virlle and useful ones, It jg with the en-
forced parasitiem of modern women, the
restriction of their many flelds of labor
hy machinery, by the transferrence of
their housewifely tasks to the factory,
that she deals, Her point of view here
gets her book apart from many others,
for it i& not the economical side of the
problem that appears to her to be of first
importance, but the welfare of the race.
Woman, she argues, has labored by
man's side since the days of the cave
dweller. Together they have strugegled
upward, her share of the glant task
belng added unto the children she bore
in increased bLrain and brawn, In mind
and muscle. Parasitism, she continues,
enforced idleness, will rob her of this
training by life for the beneflt of her
offgpring. The generations to come will
e less eapable in proportion to this ex-
clugion from the work of the world.
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of that white-robed figure and first
raye from thosa deep-burning eyes lald
& spell on the audlence Not once, but
many times, hy Aiméa Desclée, at the

e utre in London and at the |

The
3V T ‘arfs. Of her 1 shall have
gomething to eay by and by, but 1 name |
her now because she had that rarest of |
gifts, the power of gathering an audience !
into her two small hands while still, silent
and motionless; nnd thereafier nevef let- |

In her It was perhaps a
force of ¢ tlon, for she wns
the gt of em nal nactresses, In |

Webster it wa=s tlia domination of an Ir-,
”]Elﬂ!‘lla- r'slrln..&]‘!\', ‘\\'I.'h un‘unma'vhnﬂ‘
i eaundled arser. (1O Prestie
Only a born journalist could have writ-
ten that. W can fancy the plight of
the grave historian asked to ponder his
Impresslon of Webster in the Jight of o
yerformance by Rachel, and his humor-
less assertlon that the thing would not |
be possible. But how simply Mr, Fm:n?»'
ley's parallel justifies Itzelf, and how
much he gains by this entirely human
play of experlence and thought about
his theme! He has a style wnmlr-rrut.'y|
sulted to his treatment of a subjlect, a
style of notable clearness and simplicity, |
Its success {8 due In great part to the |
fact that he always makes gure of hiq'
guhstance, alwayes has something 1o say, |
and infallibly knows what to leave out |
gnd when to stop. One would aurmi.«--l
that he had heen all his life a reader nfl
Bainte-Veuve, whose “Portralts” we |
may add, his letters often recall. They |
have much the same kind of vividness
that helongs to the work of the great
French critic, the kind that i accompa-

mled by tact, measure, a suavity half
artistie and half woridly-wise Indecd, |
Mr. Smalley may be sald to have

fent

schieved the prodiglously difficult
of fusing French delicacy of taste and
touch with American vigor and direct

ness,
In the foregoing remarks stress has |

deliberately been lald upon the way in |

whiclhh Mr. Smalley's vork is done, for

it is alwaye worth while to dwell upon |
the virtues of n, animated and sym-
pathetic Engligh It

come in eontact with a
though letters lLiave
been printed In pur own columns as 10 |
require no exposition of their ('u-mfmx:
we may pause-for a moment on thejr |
purely blographical and historieal value, |
For fifty vears and more thls sensitive |
observer has been at close quarters with
the great ones of the earth, the statea- |
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men, authors pand other leaders of !1]'1'
of England and of Europe, |
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He tells ug of thelr personalities,
more than that, he tells us something of |
dld and a deal about |
There are anecdotes in the |

what they good

thelr ideas

bock. there is gossip, but in both cases | o

the souvenirs are those of a man who
has cared most, on the whole, for the
things of the mind. His portraits are
fntimate, and have often a sort of hbme-
1y realism about them, but he takes his
gitters on high grounds, palnting nearly
all of them with close referénce to pub- |
Ye affairs,

"t is interesting to note, by the way,

|has not taken its origin from any mere

it is a question of the future of the
whola race, Intellectually as well as
physieally, and this woman, the mother,
fecls, If she cannot always state it in
exact terms:

That the woman's movement of our day

pweess of theoretlc argument; that it
breaks out, now hers and now there, in
forms divergent and at times superficially,
almost irreconcilable; that the majority of
those taking part in it are driven into Aac-
tion as the result of the immediate pressure
f the conditions of lfe, and are not al-
a able legleally to state the nature of
iwes which propel them or 1o paint
clearly all results of thelr actien, so far
from removing it from the category of the
vast reorganizing movements of humanity,
plices it in a line with them, showing how
vital, spontaneous and wholly vrganic and
unartificial ls ita nature.

Mre. Schreiner strikingly {llustrates
her argument hy suggesting that not
fmpossibly it has been the degenera-
tion and parasitism of the female which
has set its limitation of the evelution
of ants, “creatures, which, having
reached a point of mental development
in Bome respects dlmost as high as that
of man, have yet become curlously and
immovably arrested.”

As for woman's share in the govern-
ance of the state, the author holds that
her influence there will put an end to
war means of scttling interna-
tional disputes, not hecausge she has jess
courage than man, but because she
knows the cost of human life to her,
whose herolsm in ercating it Erasmus
exalted =0 high above man's courage
in destroying it In some of her pas-
gages Mrs. Schrelner rises to helghts
of fine cloguence, as where she Invokes
free, courageous women of the Teu-

races, Immortalized by the Roman

o
w

a8 the

the

Larde

historiar the mothers of the women
who to-day lead in seeking to continue
the work of thelr men and children
jamong new conditlons.

The changing relntlans between the
| #exes, the new forms they must take |
under the new dispensation that s grad-
vally evolving Itself, but whose form

cannot yet be foreseen, form the sub-
ject of the third section of the Look,

| which is profitable reading in its large |

autlines, when

with her.

DR. JOHNSON'S HOUSE.

even one cannot agree

To Be Prosented to the British Nation
as a Memorial.

| From The Pall Mall Gazette

by, Juhnson's house In Gough-square,
Flect-street, :
chased by Mr
in a ghort tme it

Cecll Harmsworth, and
will be presented by
him to the nation Fiven Fleet-street
which 18 singulariy unemotional, um':
feel a touch of satisfaction fn the m."t
that the house of the “great lexicog-
rapher,” where he lved for ten years
I# not to go the way of Nis ather |o.-al:
dences, and fall benéeath the hammer of
the house hreaker Johnson  |jved n
many plices in London, but this “stout
old-fashioned, oak-balustraded house "
ag Carlyle fuund it, Is perhaps most r'n-,‘~
resentative of his character and  his
work

It I& a golid elghteenth century bujjd-
Ing, where Johnscen lobored for the
busiezt decade of his life Hither he
came a yvear after he had begun his
Dictionary. He had an upper room fitted

it s reported, has beep pir-

|

eral copylsts wrote out the illustrative
passages from the various authorities,
which Johnson himself had marked with
lead pencil. At times, but not often, he
walked in the garden, "a plot of delved
ground no longer than a bed quilt."

But the house has other association
than that of the Dictionary. Johnson
here began both the “Ramber” and the
“ldler”; and here he was living when
his tragedy of “Irene” now little read.
was produced by Garrick. Here also
his wife died. In 1755, when Johnson
had been in Gough-squiare seven years.
the great Dictlonary was publighed, and
the author delivered that smashing blow
to the patronage of literature from which
it has never recovered,

vQaven vears, my lord,” he wrote to
Chegterfield, his would-be patron, “have
now passed since 1 waited In your out=
ward rooms, or was repulsed from your
door. The notlice which you have
heen pleased to take of my labors, had
it been early, had heen kind: but it
has heen delayed till I am Indlfferent,
and cannot enfoy it; till T am solitary,
and cannot fmpart it; till T am known,
and do net want it When the house
heeomes national property, those scath-
ing sentences ghould be inscribed in let-
ters of gold upon its walls.

THE SEAMY SIDE

The Misanthropy of a Rolling
Stone.

THE DIARTY OF A BOLDIER OF FORT-
UNE. By Etanley Portall Hyvatt, 1l-
lustrated, 8vo, pp. vil, 350 The John
Lane Company.

Mr. Hyatt left England at the age of
seventeen, &nd returned home “only
twenty-elght in point of years, but mid-
dle-aged In reallty, penniless, disap-
pointed, weary, a broken man, to begin
lite anew if I could, ‘And that my
Good Comrade has made possible.” Thus
ends this fMronicls of eleven years' wan-
derings that carried its author. clear
around tha world, almost entirely in
tropical latitudes. He was an electrical
engineer &nd sheep station hand In
Australla, a “nigger driver,” hunter,
trader, transport rider, lahor agent and
cnld storage engineer in Rritish South
Africa, and a rubber concessionalira in
the adjoining Portuguese colony, a lect-
urer In Durban, Mauritius, British Indla
and the Philippines, a newspaper corre-
spondent and American soldler there, and
a tramp—the latter in the United States,
one aseumes, for his record ends with his
Philippine adventures.

The book s excellent reading, as varied
In interest and color as one would ex-
pect from such a career, to whose many
trades Mr. Hyatt has since then added
that of authorship, two novels having
already preceded this book of his, One
of them deals with the last days of the
old South Africa, before the coming of
the railread, the other with the discom-
fort of an adventurer returned to the
smugness of elvilization.

Civilization has become unpalatable to
this rover, if, indeed, he did not already
dislike it when he hade it farewell, a
mere boy. What ha saw of It on his
travels was not tha best of it, of course,
on its rude frontier, where the worst of
men is as likely to come out as their
best. He was in Rhodesia in the earliest
Adaye of the Chartered Company; in fact,
the bulk of his book is devoted to his
South African adventures, Australia he-
fng dism’'sced with a seant chapter, and
the Philippines with five at the end, out
of & total of thirty-two. In Rhodes's
country he learned to hate the British
Afrleanders, to tolerate the Boers, but
with many reservations, and to desplse
the offspring of British and Boer mar-
riages, still more the horde of foreigners,
from Germans to Greeks, that followed In
tha wake of the Anglo-Saxon advance,
I'attening on its lator. Of his own coun-
trymen he speaks with no less unre-
straint, glving the English in Rhodesia
credit, however, for the lack of a char-
acterlstic that he found dominating them
again in India—gnohbery. In fact, he Is
an sharply critical throughout of his fel-
low humans that one cannot help wish-
ing for a pen eketch of him by one or
more of those who came In contact with
him, as they saw him in their turn. The
African natlves fare far better at his
hands, at least thelr chiefs and his
Basuto transport driver. Of his opinlon
of the Americans In the Philippines more
later on,

Mr. Hyvatt gives vivid pictures of the
squalor, discouragement, hatred and un-
charitahleness, trickery and dishonesty
of the early days of the Ihodeslan ad-
He was already at that time

venture,
volunteer corregpondent of a London
financlal paper, in whosa columns, he

informs us, he told unpalatable truths
that did not suit the stock exchange
side of the undertaking, It Is an un-
pleasant plcture, but, as already Indi-
cated, it 15 possible that allowance must
be made for the personal equation. The
hest passages are those dealing with Mr
Hyatt's subsequent free life as trans-
port rider, in the open, among the na-
tives, Ha tells of sport as well as of
work and trading, deseribes the jungle
of Portuguese East Afrlea with a vivid
touch, and, incidentally, narrates how
near his brother—the loved brother who
went with him through all these later

adventures only to die in England—
eame to being polsened at a native
kranl. The other great affection of

thesge lonely duys Mr. Hyatt sums up
in the following typical passage:

1 have come anorcsz hut few men who
had the loyaity and the courage and the
patience of thoge treck ballocks of mine,
1 would sooner find them in Walhalla tian
1 would meet ninety-nine out of & hundred
of tha white men with whom | have
had to do, They never went back on me.
Biftel wonld come and shove his great head
under my arm when I culled, To the erowd
mal slze: 1o me he was a falthful friend.
: . And then men treat Kaffirs and
illocks as mere beasts, which merely
proves what 1 learned hefare 1 had reached
twentyv-one, that the majority of men con-
| siate of shortzighted fools, . vl
want faithful service, unselfish love, un-
finching courage, look for it in a dog, a
Barutn, or & treck bullack, anywhere hut
in & white man on whom the eurre of the
Eouth African traditlon has fallen.

|
The two brothers 1eft South Africa pen-

'ylless, and made thelr way castward
around the warld by all kinds of de-
vices commanded by thelr  continued

luck of funds. Mr. Hyatt's views of hu-
manity are reflectéd most  strongly
perhaps in the tale he tells of his Philip-
pine experiences, He divides the Amer-
jeans theee into Southerncers and Yan-
kers, awarding all the virtues to the
former, ull the erimes to the others. He
prajses the millitary establlshment, and
condemns the eclvil administration, se-
riously clalming that a plot was set on
fuot 1o have him put out of the way hy
the natives. The book . realistic
| revelation of the geamy side of vaga-
!tmndn;;r'. and of the deplorable effect It
| may have in shaplng the view of life
and men of the fmmature. It s curi-
ousgly interesting reading.

l HOLBEIN'S ORGAN SHUTTERS,

From The Athens:um
| lolbeln's organ shutters, painted for
ilhr- l‘.,‘a!lwfl_rlll ut Basle, but removed
thence In 178D, have, after some vicissl-
'='|'.|rlen. found a permanent home in the
Basle Musgeum. Oin the inltlative of Dy,
| CGanz they have Leen carefully restored,
| Holbeln's sketch fur these panels Is also
preserved at Basle, In the Kunstsamim-
lung.

]
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he might he a savage hinek hull of abnor- |

Spring.

HATRED IN THE HOUSE.

THE VALLEY CAPTIVES., By R. Mac.
aulay. 12mo, pp. 385 Henry §lolt & Co.
The valley is In Wales; the home of
slackness and hatred might have the
green ghutters through which, some years
ago, we peeked out the dark slde of the
tdvllic kallyard, but, unfortunately, the
human nature it shelters 1s not of
merely local gignificance, This new au-
thor has talent, there can be no doubt
of that, and a pen already admirably
trained for its work; still, in the end one
doubts whether the-cagy adfective “'pow-
erful” applles to this bitterly unpleasant
chronicle. Tha announcement on the
slip cover of the book Invites compari-
son with the greatest of surviving Brit-
jgh novelists. The invitation overlooks
the consideration that even In his grim-
mest and most discouraging mood
Thomas Hardy does not lack humor,
though it be but the humor of a despair-
fng Weltanschauung,  Mr. Macaulay
handles his leading characters with as-
sured consistency. Not an incongruous
touch, not a false line, can be found in
these flve portraits, of & father who
follows the line of least resistance in his
philosophy of life as In his conduct’ of
it; of his son, & born artist, but con-
demned to agriculture because that Is
less bother; of his daughter, silent, de-
termined; and of their stepmother's two
children, who cow the boy and tyran-
nize over the girl until hatred broods
In the house and smoulders toward an
cutbreal.

Gray is the atmosphere of this Welsh
valley—unrelieved, depressing gray. It
spreads from the protagonists to the
minor characters with hardly a ray of
weakest, watery sunshine; it envelops all
thess Welsh men and women in the val-
ley beyond the reach of the modern
warld, The author has no doubt as much
warrant for his view of Welsh life and
character as had the author of “The

Sents. It all depends upon the point of
view. Others have already told us of the
sunny side of Wales.

LOVE IN OLD VIRGINIA.

THE COLONEL’S STORY. By Mrs. Roger
A. Pryor. 12mo, pp. 387. The Macmillan
Company.

Mrs. Pryor has told a winning tale of
the 0ld South—the hospitable, senti-
mental Old South, full of manifestations
of virtues and eourtesles which ars now,
perhaps, esteemed too old-fashioned for
eonsideration in a world of haste and
business. The Celonel, the punctillous,
generous and tender-hearted Southerner
of eixty vears ago, !s a charming char-
acter, and I3 charmingly portrayed in a
methnd which Is ftself old-fashioned.
The patriarchal Virginia household, In
which everybody, including the cook and
the gardener, s lovahle and high-minded,
fa thrown into agreeable relief by the
fneurelon of the villaln from the North;
he brings an element without which the
picture might geem almost too honeyed.
The hook will have many pleased read-
ers, especlally In the South, and it will,
na doubt, be useful in the futurs to the
gtudent of soc!al history. Its author was
a part of that Southern life and It is
glorifled for her in regretful memory. Tt
{s well that thera should be thus pre-
gerved the pleasant aspects of conditlons
which ean never return in this country—
which ean never be seen agaln, indeed,
in any part of the civilized world,

—

A DESERT DRAMA.

THE GOLDEN BILENCE. By . N. and

A, M, Wiliamson, 1ustrated. 1Zmao,
. Doubleday, Page & Co,
A motor car plays a brief part in this
| stary of the North Afrlcan desert; nther-
wise the liook 18 not at all what these
authora have accustomed us to expect
from thelr pens. Here are no merry
journeyings in the ever fascinating "ma-
chine': danger and suspense qulver in
these pages, and the ruthless passion of
a man of the Fast for a girl of the West
—a passion which grows to desperation
in the *“golden silence” of the desert
Most of the action passes there, and it
turns upon the almost successful at-
tempt of the Arab officer to marry, willy-
nilly, the beautiful Amerlean heroine, a
dancer from Indiana. He practically
|kidnaps her, and she {8 rescued only
after an exciting fight in a ruined desert
fortress, Much of the desert atmosphere
of mystery and arid heauty has been
cleverly conveyed into the story, and its
thrills are sufficiently realistic. Tt is not
a novel of character, but one of Incldent,
and its puppets move rapldly, plausibly
and entertainingly.

A DANCING HEROINE.
FENELLA. By I, L. Btuart. 12mo, pp
4. Doubleday, Page & Co.

A tale of many emotlonal adventures
get in a plot of even more happenings In
the outer world, which {s chiefly that of
London, in its social, Ananclal, theatrical
and (irub  Street aspects, The plot
reaches to the offspring of an aristocratie
mesallianes for {ts heroine, who hecomes
a danecer: across the oceah to Connectl-
':-ut for {ts hero, whom it brings to Eng-
{land via the Léglon Etrangdre. TFrom
America comes also the other woman,
whose clever hooks have made for her a
place in London, - The road of true love
| never yet ran less smoothly, nor was the
rond of "the rolling stone turned lttéra-
tenr ever harder than in this tale, One
daulits n little, In the end, If the other
woman would not have bhesn the wiser
chofee for the man, had fate not inter-
fered, but the happy ending that Is
renchied instead will sult the romantically
Inclined far hetter.
by an onlooker, one of the proverbial
Lkind that sees most of the game. It is
gond reading, wherefore it 1s well that
there 1s a great deal of It,
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THE FIRST BORN.

THE VERY LITTLE PERSON. By Mary
Heaton Vorse. lustrations by Rose
('Nelll,  16mo, pp. 164, The Houghton
Mifin Company.

Every Ameriean father will recognize
something of himeelf in this book, and so
will every Amerlcan mother and grand-
mother, not to mention many American
nurses. And Americans who are not
fatherg or mothers or grandmothers will
recognize those among thelr friends and
acquaintances that are, and they all to-
gether will recognize the baby, which s
a typlcal American baby, because the
whole family existence Is made to centre
in it and turn around it from the mo-
ment of lts birth. We are the nation of
bhahy worshippers par cxcellence, even
though, or perhaps heécause, we Aare as
vet fond and Indulgent rather than wise
and wigely tralned parents.  There fs
this particular - “very little person's"
method of getting its own way, for In-
stance. Mrs. Vorse does not lack the

Green Shutters” for his revelation of the,

{glery and profit,

The story 1s told |

twinkle In her eye as she holds up the
mirror to American parental and Ameri-
ecan Infantile human nature.

MODERNISM.

THE PRIEST. A Tale of Modernism in
New England. By the author of “lLet-
ters to His Holiness Pope FPlus X.
2"}?‘ pp. %9, Boston: Sherman, French

0,

To follow In the footsteps of Antonlo
Fogazzaro 1s a natural ambition, but,
whereas the Itallan novelist was a mas-
ter of his craft, the present author Is a
mere beginner, whose first attempt at
fletlon with a purpose shows, moreover,
no marked aptitude for this form of con-
troversial literature. The book Is, If
anything, far too smoothly planned.
There is no conflict of wills, of the tradi-
tional and the scientific authority, The
surrender is sudden, both in theology
and in an ultimate ending that, one
would think, Is not wisely chosen, be-
cause it goes Bo unnecessarily far and
introduces an entirely irrelevant, if very
human, motive. The author's cholce of
a New England factory town for the
sake of vivid contrasts is well seen, but
he has falled to make the best use of the
opportunity thus created. The story is
told from the outside,

WHOLESALE MURDER.

THE MAN WITH THE BLACK CORD.
By Augusta Groner. Translated b
Grace Isabel Colbron, 12mo, pp. 280
Duffield & Co.

With an abundant home supply of
detective fietion, it would appear a work
of supererogation to add to its steady
flow by translation from forelgn
tongués, Augusta Groner has, however,
a pretty talent of her own In the con-
struction of mysterious plots. The Aus-
trian setting of her etories, moreover,
of which this {s the second to be ren-
dered into English, adds to the interest
of a narrative that begins with the in-
explicable disappearance from a securely
locked room of a man of substance, an
occurrenca to which clreumstances give
the appearance of a cleverly planned
assassination and disposal of the body of
the vietim. There are clews, of course,
and more clews, and the necessary de-
tective to follow them one by one. Un-
der the Ayatrian law an amateur pok-
ing his nose into police affairs would
auickly be told to mind his own busl-
ness: therefore the unraveller of this
complicated case Is a professlonal who
has turned private detective for greater
There are those to
whom all detective storles lnok very
much alike, For them tales like this
one are not written. But amateurs will
find It to their liking.

WOMAN'S SHARE.

THE HEART OF THE BUSH. A love
Story of To-day. By Fdith Seurle
Gros=man. Colored frontisplece. 12mo,

pp. 84. The John Lane Company'.

This story of llfe on a New Zealand
sheep range is of genuine Interest on ac-
eount of itz understanding plcture of the
hardship of a woman educated in Eng-
land who weds a rude frontiersman.
8he loves him and admires his plonecer
strength, his mastery of his environment,
| but yet, for all his adoratlon, thern lies
‘hstween them the chasm of manners
|and goclal usages, of cultured existence
‘and {ts amenities, its Incessant little
acts of sophisticated chivalry. 8he !s
his woman, In the primitive sense of the
word, to whom he comes, for instance, In
all good faith, fresh from killing sheep,
with their blood st!ll upon his clothes.
The business of earning a lvelihood, of
etriving onward materially, fs the first
preaceupation of his life. After the man-
ner of his kind, he takes her for granted.
The author provides a happy ending,
even as she prefaces an ldyllie honey-
moon with a rude, awkward, masterful
woolng, clumsy, self-assertive, yet timid,
but the significance of the story les In
her discerning picture of differences be-
tween which an average can only be
struck by many surrenders on the wom-
an's part.

ONCE MORE.
QUICKSANDS. By Fannle Heasllp Lea.
Hlustrations by Clinton Balmer. 12mo,
pp. 3. The Sturgis & Walton Com-
pany.

The uncertalnty of conjugal love is
apparently the subject nearest to hand
for the novelist, because there are 50
many examples of it in current fletion,
This probing of the emotions fs hecom-
ing somewhat monotonous; it Is high
time for some henefactor to Inaugurate
a new genra for the relief of readers.
The triangle of this latest additlon te
the mass {5 Innocent enough so far as
it gnes, and it fs broken at what is
known in the jargon of the hour as the
“psychologieal moment” hy the change
of heart of the lady lmplicated. She had
fallen out of love with her husband;
ghe falls in love again with him when
she discovers that he is in danger of
hecoming the next vietim of a first class
family feud. From this the reader will
know that it all happened in the South,
The novelist and music eritic from New
York who was the cause of the ineipient
troubla atoned nobly. This is one of
many reasons wWhy the reviewer respects
the preudonyme under which the author
hides his Identity. The book is rather
well written. The author should try
her hand at le2as hackneyed material.

METEMPSYCHOSIS.
THE RETURN. By Walter I'» La M
12me, pp. 2. G. P. Putnam's r'i:nn,nm

Was It metempeychosis? The author
iz so vague on the subject of his own
hook that in the end he misses hia
point, If he has one in view, that s, and
weirles the reader. The case is this:
A convalescent escapes from his slck-
room and wanders into a graveyard,
which 18 not exactly the most cheerful
place to select for a first outing. Here
he discovers the gravestone of a Hugue-
not, who, according to the epitaph, had
eommlitted suleide a century ago. On
his return home he discovers, on look-
Ing In his mirror, that he has changed

bevond recognition. He looks forelgn,
dark. Even the color of his halr I8

changed, His wife does not recognize
him—her case, by the way, Is rather more
interesting than the hushand's, who dis-
covers shortly afterward an old French
book contalning the sulclde’s engraved
portratt, The dead man's face has be-
come hiz own. 8o far so good; but be;
vond thig the author chooses such Inde-
clelve, shadowy grays, he confuses the
case &0 obscurely, that the interest |s
logt, The book Is neither interesting
metapsychics nor sound fetlon,
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Ourrént Talk of Things Present
and to Come.

Mr, Kipling’s short history of England
for “the young of all ages” will be pub-
lished here in October next. Twenty
poems will be set within its prose, and it
will have divers fllustrations, The work
is mentloned as striking and unusual,

Antidote for Socialism.

Mr. G. W, Perking's articles on “Profit
Sharing as an Antidote for Socialism”
will appear during the summer in “The
World's Work.” The first of them will
be published In the June number.

The Duke's Test.

In the first published reminiscences of
Queen Elizaheth of Rumania is an odd
story of her grandfather, the Duke of
Nagsau—na prince In whom was firmly
established the medimval German theo-
ries respecting women. He had just
married his second wife, and, says the
Queen, “that thers might be no mistake
at all as to the position he Intended to
assume, the wedding ceremony was no
gooner over and the newly married
couple alone in their travelling carrlage
than he proceeded to light his pipe, and,
closing the windows, smoked hard in her
face for a few hours, just to see If ghe
would venture to remonstrate or com-
plain!"

“The Celestial Omnibus.”

Under this curlous title has just been
published In London a volume of fan-
tasies by Mr. E. M. Forster, author of
the novel, “Howard's End.” Mr. Rogeér
Fry has made the decorations for this
volume,

Eugene Field in England.

The complete edition of Eugene Field's
poems 1s coming out in England. This I8
the edition of the Chicago writer's work
which has been issued in this country by
the Scribners.

First Aid to the Poet.

The “Dictionnalre des Rimes,” with
which Frangols Coppée worked, has been
placed as an interesting relic In the
Carnavalet Museum, There are romantic
persons who will be sutprised at whis
proof that a man of genius required such
ald, It Is sald that a journalistic friend
calling upon Coppée one day found this
worn volume on the poet's writing table,
and exclaimed in astonishment: “Do vou
use a ‘Dictionnaire des Rimes'?" Coppéa
smiled. “I am sometimes a poor hand at
short lines,” he said. “Then when I come
across a ‘rebel' which defles my Imagina-
tlon I turn to my dictlonary. Now you
have the secret. You need not tell your
readers of my method, or they will think
it is only necessary to posscss themselves
of a dictionary to become poets.”
“Queed.”

This Is the rather odd title of a novel
by Mr. Henry Sydnor Harrlson which
the Houghton Miffiin Company will pub-
lish next weok. It is also the name of
the leading character in the story, which
is sald to be one of “wise and humorous
optimism."” The publishers have had the
whimsical idea of getting a number of
profesgors of English classes In varlous
colleges to carry on among thelr pupils
a prize contest over the idea of the kind
of man suggested by the name Jueed.
Some of the opinions submitted are
amusing In themselves, and taken to-
gether they show the amazing range
which speculation may take In o matter
of the sort. :

Queed ls conceived as a famous de-
tective and as a kleptomaniac, as “a tall,
spare, generous, kind-hearted photog-
rapher,” and as "a man of great poetical
influence, who dled and was burled at
Portugal, Spain.” One contestant Imag-
ines him as the keeper of a college inn,
living In Lucerne, and another Jescribes
him thus: “So this was Queed, thea man
who, by his diabolical ingenuity In the
use of poisons, has terrorized the world.”
Some of the descriptions were submitted
in verse, “The whole competitlon smacks
of innocent and delightful drollery.
“Queed,"” of course, will be awalted with
lively curiosity.

A Politician and Novels.

The lately published biography of Vis-
count Goschen shows that, llke many
other men of large public affalrs, he was
a devoted reader of novels, It is said
that “on one of his long Continental

Cologne that he might enjoy a nighty:.
rest on the way. He had, however, takey
up at starting one of Gaborlau's novelg i,
to read in the train, and was only hai¢ «
way through it when he arrived at c‘“,;
logne. There, as had been arranged, hy
betook himself to the bespoken room ap
the hotel, where he spent the wholg
uight, not in the contemplated Tepose,
but In finishing his novel, continuing the
journey next day without ever h.,vg.‘
been to bed."”

Legros as a Sportsman.

There Is an amusing description of the
gporting experiences of the French artigt
Legros In the just published reminis.
cences of Mr. A, G. C. Liddell. Whiy
staying In Scotland Legros expressed g
wish to be initlated into the mysteries of
British field sporta:

Accordingly, one morning he 4
the stairs 1n his usual black clotm
wideawake, finished off by a palr of k
Lost's galters, snapping his lingers
shouting, "“Tous les petits olseaux suront
E:w de moi!’ When we took thes fleld he
gan by carrying his gun muzzie down.
ward, as If it were a walking stick. Mr,
Graham explained to him how the weapon
was to bes used and carried, and he
his station In the line next to lus
ceptor, There was not much competition
for the place on the other glde of the enter.
prising novice, but my curiosity led me to
occupy it, And It turned cut to be per.
fectly safe, as he carrled his gun at halt.
cock and held it In front of him, the mugz. .
zle at an angle of 45 degrees from the
ground, After a time a capercailzie was
seen, and our host led the would-be sporta.
man toward him. The bird seemed quits 1ty
understand the situation, as he allowed ug
to get within fifty vards of him, when Mr,
Graham directed Legros to fire. The
cecked his gun and, presenting arms, dlg.
charged It with great care at the sams
angle at which he had been carrying i1,
and, needless to say, produced no effect on
the capercallzle. Afterward untll lunch,
when he left us, hsa was ton caiutious te
open fire agalin. !

Not eontent with his gunning experlence,
Legros Insisted the next day on being taken
out fishing. He was accordingly =et down
In the stern of one of tha harling boats op.
Rnsite to a rod. After a time a f=n took

is fly. Remembering the Instructions of
yesterday, he jumped up, and pressing the -
butt of the rod tn his shoulder held it In0
tha position of a gun. The boatmen werg
paralyzed with astonizhment, but on recov.
ering themselves exhorted him with shouty”
of “Row, mon'" “Row!" “Gle him the
butt!” hastily transiated for the sports-
man’'s henefit by Miss Graham-"Raules,
monsieur!” “Roulez!” "I1 faut toufours
presenter le hout Ae la machine au poise
gon'" T need hardly say that after a faw
momente of the wildegt confusion the fiy
came back.

Delinquent Librarians.

It is reported that disagreeabls Als.
cnverles have heen made by the coms
missioners appointed hy the Ttallan gove
ernment to examine the various national.
librarles with a view to gathering ex. =
hibits for the appronching expositionat.
Turin, Valuable and heautiful books
have been fourd solled or mutilated—
sometimes treasures of this kind are
missing altogether. Sets of volumes ars
Alspersed and lost; there have been ur-
pardonable losses even in the Vittorlo
Emannuele llbrary at Rome. Similar
complaints, by the way, are heard in
Spain. We ara told that the cara ~f Eng-
lish libraries is excellent, but this was
not Invariably the case fifty years ago
in cathedral and collegiate librarles,
“The Manchester Guardian” quotes two
of the instances given hy Mr, Blades:
“In one case a broken pane had bheen go
long left unrepaired that a tendril of
Ivy had erept In along the top of a row
of books. It served admirably as a duct
during rainfalis, with the resdlt that a
row of books the least valuable of which
would have been cheap at £100 was badly
damaged. In the second case |t was &
broken skylight which did the mischief.
There was a hookcase below {t, and the
value of its contents—chiefly Caxtons
und specimens of carly English printing
—was such that one of the volumesy.
though saturated and stained and rotten,
was sold for £200."

Barred Books.

An attempt to induce the Manchester
(England) City Council to rescind its
action barring Mr, H. G, Wells's book,
“The New Machiavelll,) from the fres
libraries has fatled. Complaint was
made that the Council was being held up
to ridieule on account of its “Puritanism”
in refusing to buy the book; but this
complaint had no effect upon the wire
shipful members. One of Mr. Wellss
previous books was stoutly denounced
as “polsonous,” and it was asserted that
if that one was polsonous the new book
was still more go.

For the Browning Fanatic,

Mr. Eden Phillpotts has been delivers

ing his mind on the subject of Robert
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NINTH LARGE EDITION NOW PRINTING

every indication of taking its pla

delight has been issued in years.

THE BEST SELLING

Jeffery Farnol's Remarkable Romance

The Broad Highway

For a number of years no novel has evoked such gererous
and unanimous praise from critics, book-trade and public. “The
Broad Highway" is not only the year's biggest success, but it gives

by reason of their universal appeal, achieve permanence beyond
their day and generation. No novel calculated to give so much

As reported in the May Number of “The Bookman.”
12mo. Cloth, 582 pages, $1.35 net. Postpaid §1.46.

ce among those few novels that,
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La Farge himself.
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THE PATRICIAN

BY JOHN GALSWORTHY
$1.35 Net Postage extra

A MEMOIR OF SPECIAI, APPEAL

JOHN LA FARGE

ROYAL CORTISSOZ

An intimate memoir and stt ;

; 1ly of the great painter
by a friend of twenty years’ standing, largely based
upon notes and recollections given to the author by

9 hl }2(0 volume is fully illustrated with reproductions
n photogravare of La Farge's most famous and typical

$4.00 net; postpaid $4.15
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The Conservation of Na
Resources in the United States
By CHARLES R. VAN HISE:
Inquire at any bookstore, -



